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ME... 
Livery-man's Complaint. 
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And crowds my free-born Breaſt with noble Fires, 
Wer prudent Fools ſqueak Treaſon through the 
oſe, 

And whine a quivering Vote in ſneaking Proſe, 

Ay Huſe fa out of reach, and dares deſpiſe 

What ere below attempts to tyrannize. 

Though I by ſome baſe Nero ſhould be clad - 

In ſuch a Gown as the old C briftians had, 

In C louds of Satyr up to Heav'n I'de roll , 

For he could burn my Shell, but not my Soul. 

Though Nature ber auſpicious Aid refuſe, 

Revenge and Anger ſhall inſpire my. Muſe. 

Nature has given me a complaining part, | ' | 

And bleeding E x 1 A xv a refenting Heart. 


| ( annot bold, bot ſtruggling Rage aſpires, 
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Let creeping Play'rs ahakk pliant Fancies can 
Wk hs Neg a6@4al 7 Sorngn an. > 2 
lor hs:No Aiy ſo Soupraign 
OO e Sh COT, ind ſandtify a'S 
Tis roll for England if at laſt ic find 
The Traitor's Noxious Humours left behind 
Whiehlpothavecbe ecA fomanted! bydo hill 
Of that old- Ahion? d honeſt Fool Ar-- 
Who loſt a noble Fortune, on py / tg £ 
Of a fond thing the! Whigs call (Comfcience. ' + ,, 
His Falk; and 7 Foyt” s, ifirightly\underftood, # 
Were only doom'd'tofleſlt the Hounds in BlosC 
The Way's chalkt out, tho Fear retard the low, 
'Tis plain that once a R=- and ever ſo. 
Treaſoxi's'the Gangrene. ofia motinting Soul, 
Which, if not fooiveur* off, infects the whole.” 
Tho Heav'n in: Anger ſometimes may relieve; 
Pardons ſtill do not; follow a Reprieye.”. 
Not fell Chiribdw, Godwins, \and the Ore,” 2 -ahny 
If Fate ordain't; "lvl keep a Prther from Not by 
Since he thar would by Brothers Blood be. crown'd, 
Shall ( tho&'th Egg:{hell Frigat) nee be drown d, f 
Which ſt6&t Se#ublie's;and rich Grad Viz Revs, 
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In ſober {adnels, Sirs, how goes the Price ? 


Ars Sherifs acely oto Yn good Merchandize ? 


Sure, 


- Sure, Brerhren; we may . £4 the Caule' is low, 
When you tor Cordialsunco- Turkey gg s -00 
Wheinothing c|iethe deſperate Game retrieves} 
You'l chuſe the City Circumciled Shtieves:' 
to whom; it:you would1ake:advice from _ 
Good Facher Ellot ſhould a Chaplain be.."-- : 
Some Mnfres too you miglt have watted ofre;” 
But that-with B---ps. we were ftockt betore, 
High rampant, {wearing B--ps, tite: and true, : 
Brisk B---ps, who bave their: Ser axles too ;- - | 
Who'll wh cre Ghoſtly Codpiece find: rebiike;? 
Two kundred pounds {a''Y eavi above a Duke; 
Who, it cheir Piery were open fer, | 
Are verier Turks: than Biſliop Malomet' | # © 
Who arm'd: with. Sond for Pen: ane} Mele fo? 
Gown, © mien li frouts g 161 1992iizdnſ} nA 
With ; cogent Blows knock TE: Errovi 
dowms 6 #12513 T9TI9G CHINO OO DTT 
Had, you tome. Aidslof. Janiawridl Gor; 2 i 1h 
Or ſome. bold\T'toops#rom Suias's Je 
Thele berter ould lrake rmericed. —— 
Than all your Ruby-nos'&dnd'Whoring Guards; 
Who tho to fighr theyicoutdnor find'ty Hearty & 
Meftnobly'wonl&dvwchatgertic Phandeint one 
Then-we thill geri as Loyal Shetifs; whermp i250 1 
Ts Loyey Rh x Livery:rmien,s 77524: | 
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Now you by Law may freely take a Purſe, 

For one upon the B--ch will vouch it, Sirs. 

Claw me, and Ile claw thee ; what, he's his 
Brother |! 

And one Good-turn, ye know, requires ano- 
ther. 

For that old Fox moſt prudently decreed, 

To get a pow.rful Friend in time of need ; 

That when he Newgate Fate approaching (ees, 

He may per[wade him to refund his Fees ; 

Or, if they cannot here ſecurely trade, 

Sneak bud with him, and turn a Renegade. 
Poor Tories | have you none bur him in ſtore, 

Who's now bin thumb'd ſo oft he'l hold no more ? 

Can you provide no better Partner than 

An Unbeliever for a Muſlulman ? 

Thoſe are but mungrel Turks ( to tell you true) 

. Wholove not Chriſtian better than a Jew; 

And, if they will not take a Friend's Advice, 

Shall ne're come into Mabomet's Paradile. 
Degenerate London ! Slave to Mighty Pelf ! 

Degenerate London ! Stranger to thy Self. 

Are thele thy Senators ? thy Fathers ſage ? 

Sure, if they are, they dote with Gold and Age. 

There was, alas ! there was a time when we 

FReem'd our Lives below our Libertie; 


When, 
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When, if our dying VELA we could ſave, 
We h'd ſung on 1ombs, and triumph'd on the 
Grave, 

Joyfully fall'n on her beloved Face, 

And periſh'd in our Mother's dear Imbrace. 

Thar nobler Ardour, long agon, is fled 

The Slaves areliving, and the Heroes dead. 

We peep intothe Hall, and whoop, and then, 

Fools as we went, like Fools come back agen : 
"For, Shrieves,like Larks in falling Skies, ws gape, 

And dance attendance on the Courtier's Ape, 

Who (poor good-natur'd Soul ) can neither have 

Honeſty for the Fool, nor Wir for Knave. 

He's a ſtrange piece of Linſy-Woolſy Ware, 

Juſt ſuch another thing as B---ps are. 


When he on lofty ten-toes did advance, 
And through. the Streets on foot-back proudly 
ance, 
Circled around by all the ragged Rout, 
Who loud Huzza's, and, Bleſs your — a (hour ; 
Abſent from J-----s, FE----x, and al 
That in his Ears for ever buz and baw], 
Then he his loyal Carcaſe did undreſs, 
And unto Ghoſtly Mother thus confeſs : 


The 
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The: Ws k $$.60ne, 1 onght tor{weariem $993 
Bur, Or; > hall be chidden, if [ Me O08 = REV /; 
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Ge oy Ih terrifies me twice and oAce, AT 
And trights,me with Ro. tied $6 Bloady Bovesa 
DU: ci I mM 'oogd, be calls: me Love ap Jo}... 
And Mil 41, theres wy daiuy, Gall oh 'Boy,). 
Gives me a Pjpe,ragd Cart ro.tuuckle.in, 

And ſires my. Head, & chocks-meunder Chin. 
Ayd alig.-promil'd rhe, nexx time he COMes, , 1 
To b: zag big Pogker full. of. ugar-Plumbs, . 
Nay, once.ja,vericy he. paſt his Word, 

To make my, Honourable K--- xveſhip, Lord, 
Spite of ary tegth, he, Pads, me Trewant on 
AndjoS; {Ha} Fidnap(d.ay, TERRY'S - =__ 


There fuch Paw go krbly.heded, 1 41. ; 
As with ſtrange Proclamations fill dn my head; 


Ile imitate, great” Luciferzand v6, . + 
A Ty;-ot fas more abloluge-chan.hgy,.,. ot br. 
Who never could a Common- bane 


Nor domincex like x me, 1a RY Hal; 
Nox yert.ia the Crown- Offs pur the Stars, ,, 


LL 


Nor Angels prolecute Fan RuQteISqriy' 21s \dA 
Well, if ar Jalhl, fiad.che Houſe.zophor,; -- IT 
And Maſter J;;--y: needs quilt gogp;pot,! ;. 
Worſt come _— ' worlk, x ooly ſhall, beled, 


buely hang'd my ſelf, to lave my 


' Thus 
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Thus {aid on gilded Couches finking down, 
Sleep ſ1ez'd his Corps, & laid hisempty Crown. 
Through all thereflious houres of baletul Night, 
Guilc gnaws:his/Soul with many a gaſlly [p'right. 
Diſloyal Morphews did ar fart pretent 
The horrid Spetreof a PARLIAMENT, 
Five hundred Heads adorn -its mighty Cheſt, 
Millions of: Noble Hearts inform the Breaſt ; 
Millions of Hands defend the Sacred Throne, 
Bravely relolv'd to make: its Grave their own : 
Poor Heeat their Tribunal quivering ſtood, 
Guile lockthis Veins, |& Fear congeal'd his Blood; 
But what was done or {aid by him, or thele, 
I cannot tell you cill their Maſters pleaſe. 


The next- that gave his Memory a rub, 
Were Two produc'd in City Sweating-Tub, 
Who that they might appear for N--th and B--x, * 
Were us'd like rotten Cotirtiers with a. Þ.x; ; -:-: , - 
Wichin his Bannio they: were forc'd to ftay,- :; © 
Ti.| choak'd with heat, their Souls did metr away, 
Bcqueathing hum the Peoples weighty Hare, 


Sure Omen-of a far {everes. Fare.  » 
The next hat diſcorhpos'd his Lordfhip's naps, 
Was a whole-ſhow'r of dreadful Shoulder;Claps, 
o B © Adtion 
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Action they {till a-top of Aion pack, 
Almoſt enough to break a Camel's Back; 
Hundreds of thouſand Pounds! Se. J---s defend us, 
Or thele uncon{cionable Whigs will end us : | 
So mo a noile theſe Counter-Devils did keep, 
As fright his doughty Lordſhip ow «f ſleep : 
Fr a Court-Journey he again provides, 
Saddles his Cane, and then gets up and' rides, 
To the (abal he haſt ly does yo, 
Still crying Weſtminſter and Lambeth, hoa. 
What there he did, Fanatiques muſt no tell : 
Bur if you'd know, pray ask Sir L----l. 


Room for the Chap-faln Mouth, or elſe 'twill ſwear 
By all the 4ps from Saiot ( adwallader, 
Prute's hur creat Cranfather, if hur enquire, 
And Adam's cranfather was Prut#s Sire. 
Famous ap Shenkin was hur elder Prother, 
Some Caledonian Sycorax hur Mother, 
Or ſome.ſhe-Deel more damn'd than all the reſt, 
At their black Feaſt hur luſtful Sire compreft ; 
Thence this incarnate Cacodemon role, 
Whoſe very Face his Parents Image ſhows : 
His ſhape was all inhuman, and uncouth, 


But yer he's chiefly Devil abour the M o ur n. 
With 


I 
With carethey nurs'd te Brat for fear it ſhou'd 
Grow tame, and ſo degen'rate into good; ' 
With City-Charters him they wraprt abour, 
And Atts of Parliarient for Swadling-C lour. 
As he grew up, he won a noble Fame, 
Well worthy of the Brood from whence he came; 
Cheriſhing Spite, and hugging Dilcord fell, 
He was the belt-beloved Brat of Hell. 
Oft with ſucceſs this Mighty Blaft did Pawl, 
Where lowdeſt Lungs and longeſt Swords wi all ; 
And (till his clenched Arguments did end 
With chat home-thruſt, He is not C _ Friend. 
Sometimes, that jaded Ears he might releaſe, 
Good Man! he: has been feed to hold his Peace. 
Hear him, but never ſee him, and you'd ſwear 
He was the Cryer, not the Counſellor. 
He roars, as if he only chanc't ro find 
Juſtice was now grown deaf as well as blind. 
This demy-Fiend, this Hurricane of Man, 
Muſt ſhatter London's Glory (i be can ?) 
This Zngineer mult mich-hi forked Crown 
For Battering Ram, beat all her Bulwarks down. 
And him cur prucent Prztor wiſely choſe 
To ſþplutter Law, and the dinn'd Rabble poſe. 
They have a thouſand Tongues, yer he canroar 
Far lowder, tho they had a thouſand more... 
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Unto.long-winded Cook he do's to go, 
Bur pleads, Hu M----y will have it ” 
Counſel alone, for {uch a Client fit, 


As fam'd for Honeſty as he for Wit. © 


Well, quoth Sir G. the Whigs may think me rude, 
Or brand me guilty of Ingraticude ; 
Ar my Preferment they (poor Fools) may grudg, | 
And think: me. fit for Hangman, more than Judye ; 
But tho they frer, 'and bice their Nails, and Bawl, 
Ile ſlight them, and go kiſs dear Ne---y W--ll. 
Dalila 1s to Court return'd, . and I; 
Bleſt with her Infl'ence, all the World defy ; 
I 'm made, whillt Sampſoy wantons in her Lap : 
Such Favourites are Wh--s, ſo charming is a Clap--- 


But hold ! what makes the gaping Many run ? 
Is France defeated ? or, is Rome undone ? 
Is P---th Nun, or K-- a Mother grown ? 
Will conſciencious Comyn {wear for none? 
Have Poets quite forgot ro ſmooth, and gloſe, 
And lead admiring Culhes by the Noſe? - 
Have we a War with Monſieur, Peace with Spain, 
Or, have we got a Parliament again ? | 
All in good time,vehen Heav'n & Charls ſhal pleaſe. 
Bur 'tis a Wonder greater far than theſe, 


Were 
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Were notour Shreeves] the: F200" Sots alive; 
To queſtion my. L. M---s Prerogative, 
Who is ( if all that Tories lay be rue) 
The wileſt Lord that - ever £ondon knew ? 
And aided by ſame muſty Laws, diſpute - 
With him thats, or would be, 46ſolute. 
Tho that's (if due to one ) ro One alone, 
Unleſs the Huftings could commence a Throne. 
Rave whilſt they will, hee'l make the Ciry ſtay ; 
Becaule 'tis Great and Lordly-ro Delay. 
Our Pleaſure is that you no longer fic, 
Burt go, and meet again when Wethink fit. 
When Will and Pleaſure could not ought prevail, 
Away heitrots totell che woful Pale. '' | 1 | 
On Marrow-bones he ſadly begs for pity ; 

Pray, Sir ! I can't be quiet for the (ity. © 
They hunch, and punch, and: hic: me many 4 Par; 
And throw one down; and: dirt one's Bever-Har.. 
Th'\uncomplaiſant Phanaticks neither care' 

For ſage Sir J--n, nor L. nor M--r, nor M-a-r. 
Wo to the naughty Boy thar's ſuch a noddy, | 
T' abuſe him who ſays nothing to no body. 
The Shreeves muſt come, and in one live-long hour, 
Preſto, they'r conjur'd int'o enchanted Tower : 
Bur Four {mall Devils did hoiſt 'em on their backs . 
Behold the Policy. .of H----x: .. ; 

| Who 
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 Moloch muſt have a larger Sacrifice ; 


I 

Who makes the OS thus, 
From Hell, and Hull, and Him, deliver us. 
| har Sham won't take, Sir ; for what e're you do, 
We know our Strength, bur know our Dury too. 
Ac theie bne little Tricks of State we laugh ; 
For luch o{d Birds are ſeldom caught with Chaf. 
Yer tho whole droves of L ocuits you provide, 
Wich cen and twenty Regiments beſide ; 
Tho they ſhou'd batter down our 1 owers & Walls 
(As once before ) with Tewxbury Mnſtard- Balls; 
We've Noble Hearts dare leap into a flame, 
With a bold Traitor's Blood to quench the ſame, 
Wih parting breath cutrle. all che Friends to Rome, 
And in ſome Temples Ruins find a Tomb. 

Nor you Familars ſhall forgotten be, 
Altho unworthy of my Verſe and Me ; 
You who that Honourable, Fool command, 
And finely-managetim 'by {light of hand, :: 
Billy look to't,e're Parliament come on 
Let you and Neighbour Jimmy get you gon. 
Roule,up ye: Torres: of the Factious Age,” 
Implicit Clappers rorthe Bawdy Stage,” 


'Du-:--b's an Als ro think thete mighty Men 
Would take luch tore of pains. for Nine or Ten; . 


When your dear Patrons to preferment rile, 
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Hnndreds of An aft grace his Shrine, 
Whilſt you huzza in Blood inſtead of Wine : 
V Vhillt from their holes che 1#aſþi/þ Whigs you burn, 
And every Sign-poſt to a Gibber urn. 
Degenerate Albion } ah ! is this thy Son ? 
Thus thy degenerate Oft-(pring Albion ! 
Canſt chou without a Cloud ot Bluſhes ſee 
The Follies of chy fputious Progenie ? 
Is not the Man an Hero, bold and brave, 
Thar damns his race, & dooms his Grandchild Slave? 
Does not our loyal Lord deſerve to pals, 
For what he is indeed, a loyal 2 
Are not our deareſt Friends, the plodding Whizs, 
Old Dogs at Policicks and State-Incrigues, 
V Vho ſplit again upon the ſelf-fame Shelves, 
And ſweat to twiſt a Rope to hang themſelves ? 
One would have thoughtthe port wherew® he goes, 
And Chain and all, enoug to fright his Foes! 
'Tis true he ſcorns to fear; or take Aﬀront, 
B.t looks as big as Bully Rodomont. 
For who the Valour'and the Force can tell 
That waits upon the name of Coroner? 
Bur yet to curb Phanaticks Diſcontenc, 
Guards muſt be drawn up, ready: to preſent. 
Yet tho he's fo couragious, he's fo wile, 
That none but Friends know where his Yalour lies. 
| Poor 


(1 - 
Poor Soul-leſs ding? dike a 'd andcurſt,” ! 
By ſome Court-(neaking Devil inform 'datfuft, 
Under what fickly Planet wer't thou born, _ 
Doom'd at thy birth thy Nation's Plague & Scorn, 
Did ſullen Saturn rule the ſooty Sky, 
Or frowning Mars his Car run rumbling by * 
No Maalike Pow'r would then vouchlate to {way, 
Some Woman:God ulurp'd th'unlucky Day ; 
Unconſtant Luna's force did then prevail 
In clole Conjunction with the Dragon's Tail. 
Poor Soulcts thing ! thee crols-grain'd Nature gave; 
To make the Land a Scourge, the Court a Slave ; 
Thy Country's Bane, the States-man's Wooden- T ool, 
More Fool than Knave and yet more Knave than Fool. 
Like farting, Pythia, thou art nothing elle + 
But a. meer. T runk to Satan's Oracles: vs 
Still maiſt thou live,,buthvye in fear and pain, - 
And hve to ſee a P ARLIAMENT again. 

Ah too.too; happy Londen! | didft. thau know, 
And bleſs the Armadivine that made:thee wp 
Planted by Heav,njn-a. Euxuriant Sail, 

The Paracile of ,albthis fruickul Ile, - 

With Air- :nvading Tyrrets proudly crowa'd, 

VVith Thames's puzey., Aras begirt around:r: | fe 

V Vith Silver Thaines; who {moochs bis Ate Face 
VVhen haſhing «0, his Darlings:.deat embrace. 


—. 


* ARTE 
Bearing the Trafhick of the home-ſpun Weſt, 
As a Love token to adorn her Breaſt. - 
On his proud neck he takes the irkſome Chain, 
And {till rolls back to kiſs her Shores again ; 
Indulgenr Mothers ſo, long tales will tell, 
And give their parting Sons a long Farewell ! 
The gentle Naads for her ſight prepare, 
And in their Chryſtal Mirrours Curl their hair ; 
Their purling ſtreams, and bubling Rills advance, 
And round the Sedges deckt with Ofters dance. 
Their Brooks and Ponds of skaly Subjects drain, 
For Prefents to enrich their Soveraign; 
The ſtately Nereids with the ſwelling tide, - 
Rich Freights from all the Univerſe provide, 
Whatere of Rarities the Eaſt can ſhew, 
With all the glittering iatrails of Peru; 
Cargo's of Myrrh and Frankinlſence they bring, 
And Pearls and Diamondsfor an Offering ; 
And'when a Storm is rais'd, to make their Peace, 
Even their own Corals and their Ambergreaſe: 
Nor yet this Cabinet, tho' bright, had'been 
Admair'd, but for the nobler Gems within ; 
Nat all the Indys Charms enough can find, 
To pleale and ſatishe a Vertuous mind ; 
For Wealth without our Liberties would be 
Bur painted Chains, and gilded Slavery ; 

C To 
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To make her Happineſs compleat and whole, 
The Gods inſpir'd her with a generous Soul ; 
Her Free-born Offspring ſtill was great and brave, 
Too low for Rebel, but too high tor Slave ;' 
Who both of Right and Duty ſence did feel, 
And could Bow low, but rather burſt than Kneel. 
Amongſt this purer Wheat ſome Tares «did breed, 
Some Cockle, and encroaching Darnel Seed ; 
A vip'rous Brood, who {miling Poylon give, 
To thole indulgent friends who made 'em live ; 
Cur out for France or ſome ignobler place, 
Where Tyrants Chains are counted no diſgrace : 
Narure found Stuff for men, and wrought it right, 
But Heaven denies to give a humane Sprite. | 
Some {parks of fre ſhe like Promethers ſtole, 
And wanting better; gave a Chickens Soul ; 
Or what did by late tranſtmigration pals | 
Fromſome contented Slave, -or#olden A—— © 
Theſe ( BizzpmG Lowpon ) all thy Bliſs deſtroy, 
Thele Stab thy Hopes, and Murder all thy Joy : 
Thele not content with what themlelves could do, 
To pleale the Devil, would Dammn' their Neigh- 

| ( bours too. 
But thou( great Charles !)whoſe glorious Wain do's 
Round our Horizon, next to none bur Joye ( rove 


Wich/ 
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With Royal goodnels hear their humble Suic;, 
Who fain would love thee, if thoud'ſt let *em 
I beg no favour, I expect no Bayes (do't; 
Bare truth gets Frowns, guilt Lyes have Coin and 
Could I the arr of thy great Laureat win, (Praiſe ; 
To waſh a Moor, or blanch a blacker fin, 
Then might I nobly Swear and whore in State, 
And even bid fair for Wealth in ſpite of Fate ; 
But tho' my thredbare Mule would fain be trying, 
Yet all, like him, have not the gift of Lying. 


Oh hear thy bleeding Subjects groans and ſighs, 
If not their "Tongues, yer hear their lowing eyes; 
Pitty their too well grounded griefs and fears, 
Mov 'd by the ſilent Rhetorick of their tears: 
O let the charming Devil tempt on in vain, 
Appear thy ſelf, and break th'ignoble Chain ; 
Shake the Court Ear; wiggs- from thy peſtered 
Shake off thy little Kings,and raign alone,(Throne 
So mailt thou lee thy Flatterers fall, and ſee 
Thoſe thar are friends to Law are friends to thee; 
So mayſt thou bring poor England glad Relief, 
To right her wrongs, and banith all her griet, 


"Till Crown'd with Suns and Beams of- peaceful 


Attendant Angels thee to Blils convcy ; (day 


Thither 
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This lus{ luvlericbe rettiove, 

ord for one more+bright 
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1} foes to Bank re Kone, 
on long Saco down tom day of, 
(Doom, 


